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Hitchhiking 


Author's Notes: 
i took some liberties with the prompt, so i hope it's okay! i had a lot of fun with it, and i hope you like it! 


merry christmas! 


"Please god, let someone pick me up." | looked up at the sky, glaring at whatever higher power may or not have 
been up there. "Asshole. Fucking bastard. | bet you think this is hilarious, huh? Watching little old Dave suffer? 
Yeah, well, fuck you." 


Needless to say, my relationship with the church wasn't the greatest. 

Anyways. 

| was sitting on the side of the highway, somewhere outside of Los Angeles. How | got there, you may wonder? 
Well, let me just start by saying that David Ellefstaine is a fucking asshole. | love him, but he's an absolute 


fucking asshole. | did nothing wrong-well, | spilt my beer in his shitty car-and he dumped my ass out in the 
middle of nowhere. 


The middle of fucking NOWHERE. 

| was gonna die out here, if | couldn't bum a ride. So far, three cars had passed, and I'd been out here for 
hours. Two hadn't slowed down at all, and the third had sped off as soon as the driver caught a glimpse of my 
long hair and bullet belt. 


Figures. No one wants to pick up a guy in a bullet belt and a Venom t-shirt. 


"FUCK!" | shouted, because | could. No one was out here, for miles. | was all alone, sweating and snarling and 


screaming at the sky. 

God. 

| laid down on the side of the road, feeling the sun beat down on me. It felt nice, actually. Throwing an arm 
over my eyes to block out the light, | got comfortable and sighed. | really might end up spending the night out 
here. 

eR 

"Hey. Hey, wake up" A soft voice said 

| opened my eyes, and in the fading light of day, | found myself face to face with a pretty dark haired guy. He 
looked vaguely familiar—definitely a musician, with long hair and a single cross earring. I'd probably seen him on 
MTV, or in some club. He had a glam metal vibe, for sure. He smiled at me, brushing his bangs out of his eyes. 
"Are you okay?" He asked, a concerned look settling over his handsome face. 

"Yeah. Uh, look, where are you headed?" 

"Hollywood." 

"Oh, good. Can | catch a ride with you?" 

"Sure. What's your name?" 

"Dave." 

"lm Steve." 

He offered me a hand and pulled me to my feet, and | got a better look at him. He was tall, dressed in leather 


pants-Jesus Christ, they were tight-and cowboy boots with a cropped leather jacket, chest bare and covered 
in necklaces. Now, | was as straight as they come, but he was fucking hot. Really fucking hot. If | wasn't 


COMPLETELY straight, which | was, I'd be all over him. But | was straight. 100% straight. 
"In you go." 


Steve opened the back door of the rice white Jaguar sitting in the road, and | realized that there was another 
guy in the driver's seat. 


"Hello." He said in a low, accented voice. He was wearing dark sunglasses, but the accent and his fluffy blonde 


mane gave him away in a heartbeat. 

"OH!" | said, spinning around to look at Steve. "I know why you look familiar! You're the new guitarist from 
Whitesnake!" | looked at the guy in the car, who was staring back at me with an expression of mild amusement. 
"And you're David Coverdale." | stared at the car. "And this is the car from the video!" 

"Yes," David chuckled, "and | see you've met my darling Stevie already." 

"Yeah." 


My darling Stevie. Interesting. 


Steve slid into the backseat and | followed, closing the door behind me. The inside of David's car was nice. Way 


nicer than Marty's shitty van, for sure. 
"So, Dave, you listen to much Whitesnake?" 


"| mean, | only know you from MTV, which my asshole bassist-who | fuckin' hate, by the way-makes us watch. 
| don't voluntarily listen to shitty pop metal." 


Steve laughed. 


"| like you. You're a fireball, alright. Callin. my band shitty to my face." Steve smirked, his tongue darting out to 
wet his lips. 


David chuckled from the driver's seat, adjusting the mirror to better see Steve and |. The guitarist was 


staring at me, and David made a displeased noise, popping a cassette into the player. 
‘Seriously? You're gonna make me listen to my own music?" Steve made a face. 
"Why not, Stevie? It's quite wonderful.” 

‘I've never had-well, | guess there's a first time for everything." 


| looked away, slightly uncomfortable with the intense gaze Steve was giving me. | had a feeling | knew what he 


wanted, and he wasn't getting it. Especially not with David Coverdale in the car. Especially not ever, because | 
was straight. Very. 


"So, Dave.." Steve said, sliding over into my space. His cologne smelled really good, and | was lightheaded all of a 


sudden. Something about him made me lose my cool, and | wasn't sure if | liked it or not. 
"Easy, Steven" David said, glancing in the rearview mirror. "Don't scare him off." 


Steve grinned apologetically, but didn't make any effort to remove his hand from my leg. | swallowed, feeling 
my heartbeat speed up. 


"Are you guys.." | looked between David and Steve. 

"Involved?" Steve volunteered, right as David said, 

"Shagging?" 

"Uh, yeah. Are you?" | asked. 

David glanced in the rearview and a quick nonverbal exchange seemed to pass between him and Steve. 
"Well, dear, the short answer is yes." He answered, taking off his glasses. 
"As in, David takes it whenever I'll give it" Steve smirked. 

"Hush." 

"Oh, c'mon, you love it. Doesn't make you any less of a man" 

"Uh..Okay. Maybe I'll just.walk" | said, shifting uncomfortably. 

"All the way to Los Angeles? Dave, darling, that's a bit far. 

"Then tell your guitarist to get his hands off of-" 


All of a sudden, Steve was straddling my lap, attacking my lips with his own. His long lean body molded into 
mine perfectly as he stole the air from my lungs. 


"Oh god, don't stop." | mumbled, gasping for air when he pulled away. 
Wait, what? Did | just- 


Steve grunted and pushed me off the seat, opening his belt as | fell to my knees between his legs. 


"Steven, dear, calm down" David chuckled from the front seat. 


What are you doing?" | asked, as if | didn't know. I'd never had a cock in my face like Steve's was. I'd never done 


anything like this, ever, because | wasn't gay. 
Wait. 


‘tm straight" | informed Steve, as he let out a soft whimper, stroking himself to full hardness. David made a 
strangled noise from up front and changed the tape. 


"Me too." Steve said. 


"What the fuck?" | glared at him as he threaded his fingers through my red curls. 


"Jesus." David mumbled. 
"Back In Black? Really?" Steve giggled. "Nice." 


| looked up at Steve, the picture of sex and even something godly. He was so fucking pretty, and I'd be damned 
if | didn't actually wanna get a piece of him. 


"Okay, Dave..you know what to do" Steve said, and | hesitantly stuck my tongue out, licking the head of his 
fucking huge cock. 


"Oh, god, please, stop teasing!" Steve whined, thrusting his hips up, smacking me in the face. 

"Watch it, motherfucker." | snarled. 

"Steven, darling, it sounds like little Dave needs a lesson in manners." | couldn't see David, but | could hear the 
smirk in his voice. "And a lesson in respecting his elders. Why don't you..see about giving that sassy mouth 
something else to do?" 

Steve smirked down at me. 

"Open up, fireball” 

There were two of them, and one of me. If | fought, they could take me. And anyways, | was..intrigued. |.wanted 
it. | would never admit it to anyone, but the powerlessness | was feeling was hot. Really hot. Like, feel-it-in- 


between-your-legs hot. 


| opened my mouth, and Steve grabbed my hair roughly, moaning as he pushed my head down. 


| choked before he was even halfway down, but he kept pushing until | was gagging. | could feel his tip hitting 
the back of my throat. 


"Oh yeah, take it. God" 


| looked up at him, tears forming in my eyes as | struggled to breathe. Please, | wanted to say, have mercy on 


me. 


"God, god, god, oh god!" Steve was keyed up, and | doubted he'd last long. Did he expect me to swallow it? | 


wasn't some two-dollar whore he could have his way with. 


| tried to pull off, but Steve held my head in place, his hips bucking up and choking me again. | could feel the 
tears streaming down my face, and spit dripping down my chin. God, he was big. 


"Let me up," | tried to say, mumbling around Steve's cock, but it came out sounding like nonsense. 


"Don't talk with your mouth full, honey. It's rude and unbecoming on such a lovely young man such as 


yourself" David chuckled 

| groaned, which set Steve off 

"Oh, FUCK!" He shoved my head down, burying my nose in his pubes. 

| choked, but he held me there, forcing me to swallow his come. 

"Good boy." David said, pulling the car over, as Steve relinquished his hold on my hair. "Stevie, get out here” 

| coughed as Steve slid out of the car and embraced David, twinging his fingers through blonde locks and 
kissing him hard, David pushed him down over the hood of the Jaguar, grinding his hips against Steve's leather 
clad ass. 


"Oh, fuck, please." Steve hissed, a desperate expression spreading across his handsome face. "Do it." 


"Uh..." | said, "Can you guys, like, do this later? | kinda need to get to Hollywood. Fast. | have a.gig | have to go 
To." 


Lies. | had nowhere to be until 8 AM Monday morning. 
"Liar." Steve said. "No way your bassist would sacrifice a gig just to piss you off" 


Dammit. 


"Okay, fine. | lied. | don't wanna watch you guys fuck, okay?" 
Or did I? 

| did 

But Id never admit it 


| watched in curious fascination as David shoved Steve's pants down and unzipped his jeans. His dick was big 


too, bigger than mine. Not that I'd ever admit it. I'd seen two cocks today, and neither of them were mine. 


| wasn't sure how | felt about that, or any of this, really. All | knew was that David had Steve swearing and 


moaning over the hood of the Jaguar, and | was hard in my jeans. 


| could feel my face heating up as | unzipped my jeans, spread my legs, and started sliding my hand up and 


down my cock. 


| groaned and David made eye contact with me as he fucked Steve's brains out. The guitarists mouth was 


open, drool dribbling onto the hood as he took the rough fucking he was being dealt. 

"Good boy." David groaned, and Steve jerked, coming and making a mess on the grill of the car. | came in my 
hand, and | could see the moment David did as well, his eyes fluttering shut as he let go deep in Steve's body. 
The guitarist slumped over, breathing heavily as David tucked himself back into his pants and donned his 
sunglasses. 


"Hey, can | have a towel or something?" 


"There's a box of tissues somewhere." Steve said, climbing back in and settling next to me. He didn't look as 


fucked out as | would've, after that. 
"Dave, dear, how soon do you need to be in Hollywood? We could.get a motel, maybe.have a little more fun?" 
"| lied. | have to be somewhere by 8 AM on Monday." 


"Ooh, we should go to that sleazy place where me and you spent last Halloween" Steve grinned. "Dave, were 


gonna have so much fun..." 


